Helene .laughed quietly to herself, and smoothed
Tinting round forehead once again. She allowed herself
this affectionate pleasure and then ran back into the
laboratory. Kobellin could be heard swearing from the
first floor, and there was a smell of ether. A little kter
on Dr, Mitsuro came into the laboratory, cigarette in
mouth, his Asiatic eyes smiling behind the strong lenses
of his glasses. He put two test-tubes containing a clear
red fluid into the stand. "The extract/* he said, and
went to the window and contemplated Tintin at his re-
search in the meadow.
" Shiva is storming," he said afterwards. Shiva was the
nickname that he had given the Professor. He spoke a
pure, very excellent German, in which only the conso-
nants R and L gave him any trouble. "And you?
Depressed ? **
" Yes. A small disappointment. No, Mitsuro, a big
disappointment/* said Helene, bent over her work.
" The four thousand seven hundred and sixty-eighth/*
said Mitsuro imperturbably, lighting another cigarette
from the old one and smiling.
" Yes. No good. I had hoped to reach a result with
the help of freezing technique. But no good. If I keep
our lipoid below minus 10°, I lose the substances with
specific action. If I raise it to blood-heat, I get the same
old story every time. There's a poison with an action
like strychnine in it, which I cannot isokte. And the
Professor will go mad soon if we don't get on a bit.**
" I am afraid of something quite different—a stroke.
He has survived three with his immense will to live. But
the next one will be the end/' said Mitsuro smiling.
" Oh, no 1 Shiva won't die before he*s finished his
job. Fm quite sure of that/' said Helene, who was busy
colouring a liquid in a titrate glass* ** And yesterday's
animals ? " she asked afterwards.

